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Of all created things, the 


And most divine are children. 
—William C 


Vol. Vil 
No. 11 


May 1995 
Dear children, 

Uf there is samething 7 still treassere from my school days, i 
és muy stamp collection. 7 don't find much time for hobbies 
these days, but when 7 was yaur age, 9 used to collect a lat of 
shells, comics, books and believe it ox uot, baby pictures! 

Wy sister and 7 took great pleasure te cutting and pasting 
pictures of babies tu all sorts of 
smoods and acts — lastghing. 


crying, wondering, 












bathing, playing, 
toddling, eating, 
acepping, and of 
course, ticking 


cce-ereamal!l Tt 


Savant, 7%. 
Chidambananatha 
Mudaliar, true to his 
ttle“ Rasikamane”’. 







appreciated our work, 
aud wrote a couplet 
on page one. We 
wore really fraud! 
During my 
school days, 7 
necetued prizes 
| only twice, once 
for my English and 
cecandly, for my 
stamp collection. T've 
lost the books given to me 
a prizes, but the stamps arc etilt 
wwethe mel 
AA holly can be yaun life-long friend. Even your best friend 
today, may take leave of yar tomorrois aud proceed eleewhere 
for higher studies or employment. But your hably always 
remains with ya. 
involvement. They shape yaur attitudes too. They teach you 
to be patient, metieutaus and neat. They add to your happiness, 
and even consale you when you ane sad! - 
Take upp a hobby y you don't atready have one, and see how 
et heels youl You'll be surprised! 
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KIDS 
STUDENTS 
HOUSEWIVES & 
EMPLOYEES 
anybody can learn this 
interesting and useful course 
(Age 6 to 60) 
Come on! Write your address 
and put a 2/-Rs, Stamp inside 
the cover, mail it, for details 
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NOY, 6h MY ROAD, DHANDEESWARAM, 
VELACHERY, MADRAS 600 042 
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‘There was a cricket tournament to be 
held at our school. Eleven children were cho- 
‘son from each section of class IV, Ther 
totally eight sections inthis class. And in my 
re thitystive students 
Al of us 
boys are good cricket players. But only 
‘eleven of us were chosen, The oth 
appointed, asked to be included in the team 
too. But there was no chance of tha 
| too, was one of those who wasrt cho- 
sen. | was disappointed and sad. Chldron 
‘who don' get a chance in one tourname 
‘should be allowed to participate in others. 

















15x] Banca aged 1, Caleta 70009, 
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election commissioner T. N. Seshan. But at 
many places, the voting cards issued, car- 
ried wrong names, wrong addresses and 
even wrong photographs. Some of them did 
rot carry the authorities’ signature at al 


aay 
fai eg) 
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cards make good |.D. cards. And it helps 

free and fair elections. But what is the use 

if 50 many mistakes are committed? 
‘Asha Subramanian, aged 12, 


Beye) 
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Dear Editor, 
5) In the story Country ofthe Bald (No- 

vember issue), itis said that King Jayabalan | 
‘ordered allhis citizens to shave their heads, <> 
and it was done. &] 
But in The Beauty Contest (March ‘95. <> 

Issue, all the people have hair on thet 

heads excep the King, Can you tell me why? 
NN. Krithika and N. Kripa, aged 12, 
‘Madras 600 061. 











Wrocanegan yates wines 2 
fancies? In Fat is Beautiful (February issue), <> 
‘being fat became fashionable! Ea, 


SNIPPETS FROM 

OUR READERS 

“2 Can' you hold some handwriting com- 
petitions? 


K.S, Ambika, std. V, 
BES, School, Bangalore. <> 





(2 The Walkio-Taikie (March '95 issue) <— 
was super 
V, Sankar, aged 13, New Delhi - 58. SJ 
No CARDS, 
No Vi 
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You too can become an ARTIST... 


THe GRAPHIC 6 THE GRAPHIC 
Believer ia couching ” imparts practical 
‘atning adopting 
anoder technology. 


TH GRAPHIC bas 
fallow systems hich 
{is diferent from 
‘ny ether at school 


FOR DETALS: Apply with 















WATERCOLOUR PANTS 
COURSE abo ate. 
Feral: Now 
eS pape tarp 





HOBBIES AND COLLECTIONS 


UTTERFLIES 





Cotecung butterflies has 
been a hobby as well asa study 
for many people, But it is a cruel 
pastime, for a butterfly 
collection means, that you have 
to Kill live specimens. Live 
butterflies are caught, killed, 
and mounted on boards and 
displayed, 

But a better variation of this 
hobby, is to sit in a park or a 
garden and watch the different 
specimens that come your way 

















You need: 
A note-hook 





A pencil 
Good observation powers 
And a large stock of 





adhd 


patience 


How to create your hobby: 


Go toa parkoragarden that 

has many plants 
and trees. Settle 
down for a long 
viewing session, 
Write down the 
date, time and 
your location 
Now wait. 

Watch — the 
butterflies that 
come your way 

and note down 





their details. J 
spotted, or just plain? Sketch 
the butterflies if you can, 

‘Try spot a few plants that 
have leaves that are curled-up 
or have been eaten in patche 
They are sure to have cater 
pillai 

Butterfly caterpillars come 

interesting 
colours and 



















in many 
shapes, 


designs. Ifyou watch the (_\¢ 





caterpillars over many 
days, you can see them 
turn into pupae, and later, 
into butterflies, 


Each species of butt 
has its own kind of caterpilla 
For instance, the caterpillar of 
the monarch butterfly has 
bright yellow and black stripes 
The caterpillar of the owl 
butterfly is green, and almost 
menges with the leaves of the 
plant its feeding on, 

Warning : Do not touch 
caterpillars or pupae. Some 
caterpillars may cause skin 
allergy when handled. 


ly 
































Bringing up baby : 

You can even bring a 
caterpillar home, and rear it, to 
watch it turn into a butterfly. 





You need : 


A potted plant 

A round wire 
mesh with frame 
to place over 
plant, 








How to do 





Carefully lift a caterpill 
with a flat paintbrush and plac 
it on your plant. Cover the plant 
with the wire mesh, 

Take care to water the plant 
properly. If the plant is not 
healthy, the caterpillar might 
not eat 














Once the pupa turns into a 
remove the wire mesh 
Do 


butterfl 
and wait for it to fly away: 
not touch the butterfly as it 
be delicate, and can be hurt, 
SANDY 
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EXPERIENCE 







































trial 

é YO Astor tho git Lai wonder, why she 
1 2 RB bad ons 

S, Kaviprasanna, aged 12, 

T his happened when I was in the Rosary Matriculation H.S.S., 

fourth andar We say n adres 


Nagar in Madras, and my schoo! 

is in Santhome, quite a distance away. 1 

usually eatch the 128 bus to school, 
‘That day, I was standing at the bus 


See ees i. 
mS OMETR 


beginning that day. A bus 
‘came, and I got into it, think 
ing itwas 12B, But Thad made 
‘mistake, The bus was 1 
and it was already turning into ‘am in the 








ened! She Wt 
same soho ih standart We 
" rp rund 80700 

"vas iko me 
st seo! al 
Toca 1 1t 


a 


tigance in geomet 


mentary, £2" 
shod NST ig oni play” 
is angle?" | 


ior, comple= 
responding 





the Marina Beach Road, 


burst into tears. A girl standing 
next to me asked me what the 
matter was, I told her 

“Got down at this stop," she told 
‘mo, and got down with me. ‘Then she 
left me at the bus stop and ran aveay. 
[was puzzled, and I began to ery once 
again, 

‘A lady who came walking by, aaw 
‘me and asked me what the matter was, 
Texplained, 

“Lama teacher at St. Raphel’s which 
is next to your achool,” she told me 
"Come with me." 

‘We both boarded a 21D bus and I was 
in school in time. I thanked the teacher 




















Mr. E.S. Hariharan who is the honorary editor of 
the Tamil edition of Gokulam, has been 
collecting stamps since his school days. We 
talked to him to find out what it takes to 


become a 
collector. 














International Year 
of the Child 1979 | @: waat do so 
need to begin col- 
lecting stamps? 
Mr. Hariharan : 
You don’t need an 
alburn in the begin. 
ning. An old used 
note-book will do. 
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tional Year ofthe Child. 


BAHAMAS 





* Another set of mint 
stamps 
start? 

Mr. H : Well, 
philately is not 
individual work, but 
a collective hobby, 
Each stamp has its 
‘own history, You can 
buy stamps, and ex 
change duplicates. 
Remember, even 
regular postage 
stamps which are 
thrown into the dust: 
bin are important to 
collectors, 

But there are so 
many stamps in the 
world to collect! So it 
is best you choose a 
subject and limit 
your collection to it ees 
For instance, you can} Wer Nola 
choose to collect Sri 
Lankan stamps of 
the pre-Independence or the post-Independence period, Or you can decide 
to collect only animal stamps, or stamps of famous personalities, 

Q: Do stamps have value? 

Mr. H:: Of course! Cancelled stamps have values depending on how 
old they are, A Gandhi stamp that sold for ten rupees when it was 
released, now costs three thousand, if'a collector wants to buy it! Mint 
collections or unused stamps become valuable too, after a period of time, 

Q: Do you have a big collection? 

Mr. H.: had a big collection, but it was destroyed accidentally one monsoon, 
Thave salvaged a few stamps from that, Now, have only a limited collection of 
stamps, for, [have stopped actively collecting about eight years ngo. 

Q: In philately costly? 

Mr. H: Yes, It does become costly. You end up 
spending money buying newly released stamps or 
first day covers. 

Q: You can collect first day covers too? 





BIRTINDIA me: 
fel) 

















Mr. H: Yes, And postal accessories also, 
Q: What are postal accessories? ‘ 
Mr. H : Postal accessories are publicity » 

folders which can be bought when a new stamp [ ee 
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is about to be releasea. 1t contains technical details and facts about the 
~ stamp and a facsimile too. First day covers, as you'll probably know, are 
postal covers released and cancelled on special occasions. 

Q: What's a facsimile? 

Mr. H: A facsimile is an exact reproduction of the stamp. 

Q: Do we paste the stamps we collect in our note-books? 

Mr. H: No, you don't. It'll damage the stamps. Use hinges instead, 
to fix the stamps in the note-book. Hinges can be bought or made at 
home*. Or you can buy a stamp stock book, which has slots to insert 
‘stamps into. 

Q: How do you remove a stamp from a cover? 

Mr. H:: First cut out the square area on which the stamp is pasted. 
Place it in a bow! of water, and allow it to float for a few minutes. Then 
gently peel away the stamp from the paper. Dry it between sheets of 
blotting paper. If any part of the stamp or even the perforation tears, 
the stamp loses its value. 

Q: How do you find out how valuable a stamp is? 

‘Mr. H: You'll have to ask an experienced stamp collector, or an expert. 
For instance Jal Cooper, an expert, certifies stamps as to their value, He 
lives in Bombay. Stamps are like works of art. There are stamp thieves 
and counterfeit stamps too. 


* Making hinges — Toke a stip of poper 1" Xs" 
land fold into halt. Lightly gum the two sides A and B 
lof the paper. Paste Aon the stamp and paste B onto 
lyour note-book. When buying stamps. try to get the 


stips of waste along the edges. These can be used 





Q:How interesting! 
Can you tell us more? 
Mr. H: Well, people 
have been murdered for 
stamps! A stamp without 
perforations from French 
Guyana is very valuable. 
‘There are only six such 
stamps in the world. So, one 


has to watch out for 
counterfeits, 
SANDHYA SRIDHAR 


STAMP FACTS 
1 The only country which has no 
real stamps is Andorra in Europe. 
‘That is because postage is free in this 





1A bloody war was once fought 
because of a couple of stamps. A piece 
of land called Gran Chaco lay 
between the countries of Bolivia and 
Paraguay in South America. Both 
countries were claiming itas their own. 
Bolivia boldly isxwed a stamp showing 
@ map of Gran Chaco labelled Chaco 
Boliviano, A very angy Paraguay 
isnued another stamp showing the 
same land as Chaco Paraguayo! War 
broke out, and after a lot of lives were 









lost, Gran Chaco became a part of 
Paraguay. 

) Material other than paperhave 
also been used to make stamps. 
Hungary. issued cloth stamps, and 
also experimented with making 
stamps out of aluminium foil. 

OF The first 3-D stamp was issued 
by Netherlands in 1970. The fury 
images in red and green became a 
picture, when viewed through coloured 
lassen. 








Compiled by Subramanyan M., 
aged 13, 

D.MS. Gangotri School, 
Mysore. 





EXPERIENCE 


Nimmu for the hundredth 
time, “And don't overwrite.” 





he three of us were eager- 

ly waiting for Nimmu 
that evening. She skipped 
over tous, looking as cheerful 
as ever, 

“How did you do?” Neelu 
asked, assuming the big- 
sister's role, “Show me your 
question pape 
elu asked Nimmu the 
answers for all the questions, 
which she answered correctly, 

Then all of us began 
discussing our papers 
excited]} 

little 


GS identy Nimmu 
y friend's younger sister voice piped up, “Akka*! 
Nimmu, who studied in After I had written all my 
the U.K.G. was to write her answers, I remembered you 
first exam, Neelu, Nimmu, and amma telling me to wri 
my sister Deepa and I were neatly. So I erased everything 
walking to school as usual. and began writing my answers 
“Write neatly,” Neclu told all over again. But then, the 


teacher came and 
in said that time was 
up, and took away 




































my answer sheet 

Does it matt 
akka?” 

| ‘You should have 

| seen Neclu’s face! 

V. Bindu, 

Trivandrum 

695 009. 














he annual holidays 
were around the corner. 

Shvetha and I had planned 
something special.... 

“Aparna!” Called out 
Shveta, “Do you have some 
plain white sheets of paper at 
home?” 

“For what?” | asked. 

“1am making invitations,” 
she replied. 


GA 


Invitations? 1 
was puzzled. But 
Igot her the paper 
anyway. 

“We are going 
to organise games 
for the children of 
our B.H.E.L, 
township,” Shveta 
said. 





was enthusiastic, and I 
began to help her. It was 
noon, by the time the 
invitations were done. So 
Shveta had lunch in my house. 
While eating, she asked, 
“What games shall we have?” 
“What about a Treasure 
Hunt, a slow-cycling and a fast- 
cycling race?” | suggested. 










“Good idea,” said Shveta. 

“Let's hire the cycles 
ourselves,” I said, “I'll use my 
pocket money. It will cost us 
Rs. 2 per cycle. We'll need 
about twenty cycles.” 

“Vil give my pocket money 
too,” said Shveta. 





hyeta and I were up early 

the next day, hiding clues 

for the treasure hunt. We hired 
the cycles too. 

That — afternoon, 

delivered the 

itations to all our 


wetcome ro |) 
Tie oReaT || 
HoLiDay Games! 


we 





friends in the township. 


he great day dawned, At 
ten o’clock, everyone had 
gathered at Shveta’s house. 
and the games started, 
It was a big hit! Everybody 
loved it, What fun we had! 





Aparna, aged 14, 
Trichy - 620 014. 
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Motabhai, 
Motabhai was 
a good priest. He 
was well-versed in 
the scriptures and 
had a good 
voice. So most 
people called 
him for their func- 
tions and wed- 
dings, Motabhai's 
son Hariprasad, 
was twelve years 
old. He too, was 
well-trainedin the 
Nice upon a scriptures by his father. So he used to ac- 
time. there company his father to all the functions. 
was a priest. He — Mrs, Motabhal had almost forgotten 
was short and fat. the art of cooking. For Motabhai and 
and had a big Hariprasad ate feasts everyday, at the 
Pot-belly. His functions they attended. And they 
friends and rela- brought food home for Mrs. Motabhai 
tives affection- too. 
Gtely called him — Motabhaiwas a good eater. Often, he 
was heard to advice Hariprasad thus, 
“Eat well! Eat well! A meal is a meal. Eat 
‘as much as you can.” 


Come wine 
ME FOR THE 
Pooga-.. 


ne day, there was a marriage in the 
family of a rich merchant. Motabhai 


TABHAI 
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‘and Hariprasad were, of course, the 
priests at the function. It was followed 
by a grand feast. 

There were forty-eight kinds of 
sweets and savouries to be eaten. 
Even Motabhai could hardly eat all of 
them, But somehow, he managed to 
polish off everything, He forced poor 
Hariprasad to do the same. After the 
meal, they had plantain and paan. 
Then, they slowly walked back home. 

At the verandah of their house, a 
man was sitting, waiting for them. 

“Oh, sit”’ he said, as soon as he saw 
Motathai, "You must come home 
with me at once and perform a pooja. 
It’s my son’s birthday!’’ 

Motabhai and Hariprasad went 
along with him, After the pooja, an- 
other grand feast awalted them. 

“| can’t eat again!’’ gasped 


Motabhai lived to eat. But is ita 


LRaood habit to be a glutton? Reo ge 


all about his love for foo 


treat 


































Hariprasad, “Not 
after that big 
feast." 

“Whate’’ 
asked Motabhai, 
“Are you going 
to miss this 
feast?" 

“Yes, 1am.” 
said Haripra- 
sad, . 

“You brain- 
less boy!” 
scolded Mo- 
tabhai, “You 
can’t miss & 
meal like this! 
Even if you col- 
lapse and die, 
you can be 
born again. But 
if you miss a 
meal, you lose it 
forever. Now, 
be a good boy, 
and come and 
eat.”” 

Thus did Mot- 
abhai eat his 
way through iifel 
Prot. 


P.A, Seetharaman, 
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33 year-old Indian-born 

.woman living in the United 
States, has lately been hitting 
newspaper headlines. She is Dr. 
Kalpana Chawla, an aerospace 
engineer, who will soon join a 
select band of astronauts’and 
scientists, to begin training at 
Johnson Space Centre in 
Houston, Texas. 

Itmay be at least thi 

before Dr, Chawla joins a space 





Ne SPACE - 


mission. And when she does;she 
will be the first Indian-born 
woman to venture into space. 

“Three years may seem too 
Jong to fulfil my dream, but time 
will fly past,” said Dr. Chawla 
ina press interview. She had to 
pass many medical tests and 
five stages of interviews, before 
being finally selected from more 
than 2,900 applicants. 


20 commons 


alpana Chawla hails from 
Karnal in Haryana (near 
Delhi). She had a fascination for 
flying since her childhood. 
Karnal had a flying club, and 
her engineer father encouraged 
her to pursue her interest. At 
one stage, she thought of 
studying medicine, but she 
Jd’not shake off her love for 
“aviation, 





After graduating from the 
Punjab Engineering College — 
she was the first woman 
aeronautical engineer there — 
she went to the U.S. in 1982, for 
higher studies. She won a 
Master's degree and a Doctorate 
in aerospace engineering, from 
the University of Texas and the 
University of Colorado, 
respectively. 





K alpana Chawla could not 
pursue flying for several 
years after her arrival in the 
US. 

“[t was only when I began my 
doctorate and got a bigger 
stipend, that I could save some 
money and begin flying lessons,” 
she says. She has more than 
650 flying hours to her credit, 
most of them acquired in the 
past four years. 

Dr. Chawla has been working 
for the past six years, as a 
research scientist at the Ames 
Research Centre in California. 
‘Then she applied for the job at 
the NASA (National Aeronautics 
and Space Administration) space 
mission 

Kalpana says that many 
people think that an astronaut 
is good for one space mission 
only. 

“There are many astronauts 
who have taken part in several 

















missions. And I hope I will be 
among them,” she adds 
confidently. 


woman of varied interests, 
Kalpana is a Bharatha- 
















Q: Why did the germ cross the 
microscope? 
‘As To got to the other side. 
Seema Kauser 
aged 10, 
SN. English School, 
Bangalore. 








natyam dancer too, (She learnt 
this dance form in the U.S.) 
Sruti, the Indian music and 
dance magazine, reports that 
she gave a dance recital in the 
USS. recently. Kalpana, now an 
American citizen, is married to 
Jean-Pierre Harrison, who 
shares at least some of her 
interests — he is a flying 
instructor and an aviation writer. 





ACHAL NARAYANAN 





T HE great battle of 
Kurukshethra was over. The 
Pandavas had won and 
Dharmaraja had been crowned 
king of Hasthinapura. Lord Krishna 
bade farewell to the Pandavas and 
left for Dwaraka. On the way, he 
met his brahman friend, Utanga. 

Utanga was delighted to meet 
Krishna after a long time. 

“My Lord,” he said, “grant me 
this little boon. Whenever | fee! 
thirsty while wande 





this desert, let me get water to 
drink.” 

Krishna smiled 

“1s that all? It’s yours, then.”* 

Days passed. One day, as 
Utanga was passing through the 
sandy desert, he felt very thirsty. 
Unable to find water anywhere, he 
thought of the boon. Suddenly, 
there stood before him, a low-caste 
hunter, clothed in dirty rags. 

“Brahman, you seem to be 








 esisabpe ag Mit D> 


Weeden 
Mythology Retold 


your mouth to this bamboo spout 
and drink your fill.” 

Utanga looked at the ‘low-born’ 
hunter. How could he drink the 
water he offered? 

“Friend,” he replied, lam not 
thirsty.” 

“Drink, drink,” the hunter in- 
sisted again and again. But it only 
made Utanga more and more an- 
gry, and he refused to drink the 
water. 


UDDENLY, the hunter disap- 

peared. Utanga realized his 
mistake. “I rejected the water of- 
fered by you! What shall | do, O 
Krishna?” he cried in despair. 

Krishna suddenly appeared be- 
fore him. Utanga fell at his feet, and 
said, “O Lord! You put me toa dif- 
ficult trial. Was it right of you to 
try me thus — make a low-born 
man offer water to me to drink?” 





Krishna smiled. 

“O Utanga! | had asked Indra 
to bring amirtha to you. He said 
that he could not give it to a mor- 
tal. He, however, agreed to give it 
to you, provided | let him do it as. 
a low-born one. He wanted to see 


knowledge to see all men as equal. 
Your refusal to drink water from 
him has put me to shame in his 
eyes.” 

Saying th na disap- 
peared. Ashamed, and thirsty still, 
Utanga resumed his journey. 





S. Sathyan, std X, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Pondicherry. 























hat is electronic 
mail? As the name 
implies, Electronic 


Mail, in short e-mail, is concer- 
ned with the transmission of 
letters using data communi- 
cation systems, For this, you 
need a Personal Computer, a 
modem and a telephone line. 
You then connect your computer 
toan organisation that provides 





you with e-mail service 
Electronic mail can be divi 
ded into a number of categories. 
‘There are systems run purely 
within an organisation to handle 
internal mail. And there are 
organisations that provide mail 
boxes. A subscriber rents a 
mailbox (it is a block of storage 
on the computer system, with 
the organisation that provides 
you the e-mail service) to send 
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or receive messages. This system 
operates through the conven- 
tional telephone line, using 
modems. 


A” message addressed to 
you is stored temporarily 
in your mailbox, where it re- 
mains, until you delete it. There 





anealso systems which, by the way 
of interconnected networks like 
LAN, 


ages to be 
sent through 
considerable 
distances 
Messages 
can also be 
sent world- 
wide, using 
satellite com- 
munication. 


lectronic 
mail, in 
many ways, 
is similar to 


ELECTRONIC 





the postal service. Instead of 
writing the letter and physically 
mailing it, we type or scan a text 
using a computer, and transmit 
it. 

E-mail was invented in the 
early 1970’s by researchers 
working for the US department 
for Defense, under Advanced 
Research Projects Agency Net- 
work. Today, e-mail facilities, 
apart from transmitting text, can 
also send binary non-text files. 
Using this, we can send graphic 
files digitized images and execu- 
table programs. 


} 


mail service. But the system isa 
one-way system, and does not 


© lectronic mail is faster than 








permit interaction as a 
telephone link does. 
tant feature of 
email, is that it 

ims retains system 
on all corres- 

SEIEEP: pondence, 

such as the 

havebeen read, 

when they 

were sent, and 


An impor- 
ee | 
information 
time the letters 
Eas from whom. 


the most efficient postal « 


Notification is made, whenever 
new mail arrives. We can send 
multiple copies of a message to 
more than one user too. Certain 


electronic mail software systems 
provide you with an address 
book, where you can store 
names, addresses, telephone 
numbers, 
mail 


es 
addre- 
ete. 





Some electronic mail soft- 
wares can even handle spoken 
messages, apart from the keyed 
intext. For this, we make use of 
the VOICE MAIL SYSTEM, 
which transmits the human 
voice or any audio input, in the 
same way as a text of graphics 
is transmitted. When the Voice 
Mail System is used, the sender 
alls a designated phone num- 
ber, connects his terminal to the 
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central system and transmits 
messages to one or more people. 


ice Mail can function like 
V? sophisticated telephone 
answering machine too. The 
sound of the senderis converted 
into digital signals, and stored 
in the computer. The receiver 
can later retrieve the stored, 
signals, which are converted 
back into sound signals, and 
play them back, The receiver 
can delete the message or save 
it for future use, Or he can 
forward the message to others. 

ew people in India have 
Frits an eal servic 
Instead, a Hybrid Mail System 
has been launched in some 
places, Just suppose you want to 
send a message to a friend ina 
different city. All youhave todo, 
is go to your post office, and use 
e-mail to send the message to 
your friends city’s post office. 
‘The received letter is delivered 
by the postman at your friend’s 
doorstep. 








Computer Point, Adyar, 
Madras. 
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f you want to transmit 
computer data within a 


building, you can do your 
‘own wiring. If the distance 
is any greater, the wiring 
becomes expensive. That's 
why telephone lines are 
used to transmit data world 
wide. Unfortunately, the 
telephone line can accept 
only voice grade signals. To 
convert computer signals to 
voice grade signals 
(modulate) at one end, and 
reconvert the voice grade 
signals to computer signals 
at the other, we use a 
device called the modem 
(Modulator DEModulator). 


ITS THE MODEN!S 
MISTAKE. 


\ 













In E-Mail, you need a pair 
of modems to acheive data 
transmission. 

Each modem (illustration 
A) is wired directly to the 
input/output equipment at 
the remote and central 
locations, These modems 
have their own cabinets and 
are called external direct 
connect modems. Internal 
direct connect modems are 
also available, which are 
plug-in circuit boards 
installed inside PC's. 

When choosing a modem, 
you have to see whether 


Ivs MADAM'S 
MISTAKE! 



















you will be using a dial-up 
or leased line, how fast you 
will operate, local conditions 
and environment, etc. You 
will have to pay local PT &T 
rates or STD/ISD rates if 
you use modems. The cost 
can be calculated using the 
pulse rate information 
provided in any telephone 
directory. 
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ANG! What was 
that? I peeped 
out of the 


window to see what it 
was. It was my sister, 
Anjana, entering..... 
sorry... dashing into the 
house. She ran into the 
room and closed the door 
with loud thud. She threw 
herself on the bed and started 
biting her nails, ‘These were 
enough to tell me that my sis 
was angry! 

Maybe she expected me to 
ask her the reason for her 
behaviour, But I was used to all 
this and simply ignored her. 

“Poornimal” she nearly 
screamed. Before I could react, 
she burst out crying. 

“Gayathri bagged the prize 
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this time too, She 
always pushes me to 
the second place! 
Princi was in seventh 
heaven when she 
gave away the 
prize, and began 
giving a lecture 
on Gayathri’s 
talents. She is 
not my friend 









She broke out sobbing once 
again 


NJANA and Gayathri are 

the best of friends. But 
when it comes to competition, 
Gayathri tops my sis. Last time 
too, Anju stood second, while 
Gayathri came first. But this 





time, Anju had prepared well for 
everything, yet..... I felt really 
sorry for my sister. My 
thoughts were interrupted by 
the doorbell. It was Gayathri 

“Ask her to go away. I don't 
want to see her,” muttered Anju, 
I flew downstairs, and told 
Gayathri, “Anju isn't at home. 
She's gone out.” 








{€ term soon ended with lots 

of exciting happenings. 
Many a parent went home with 
prospectuses of reputed 
institutions which ran holid 
courses. I was put into a 
drawing class, and Anju 
joined a cooking class 
Gayathri too, joined the 
same cooking class as Anju. 
She was confused about 
Anju’s attitude towards 
her. 





he tired. I had 

come home 
after playing tennis 
with my friend. I was 
washing my face, when 
Inoticed a funny odour 
lingering in the air. I 
went downstairs to find 
my mother sitting in the 
hall, and Anju in the 
kitchen. 

“What is going on 
around here, mom?” 

“Your sister is trying 
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out some recipes for a com- 
petition tomorrow,” came the 
reply. 

“You mean... Are we going to 
eat whatever she prepares 
now?” I asked in a low tone, s0 
that Anju could not hear. 

“Well.... we'll see about it. 
My mom didn't sound too sure. 

I didn't spot her on the dining 
table that night, nor did I spot 
her dish. We just had curd rice 
for dinner. 

“She has skipped dinner and 
is still cooking, 
mother said. 

My thoughts 
wandered I 
pitied the judges 
I was more 
amused 
when I saw 











a board hanging on the kitchen 
door, It read; 
“Do not provoke my anger 
By disturbing me.” 


1€ next day dawned, and I 
got ready for my drawing 
class, To my surprise, I found 
Anju offering prayers to God. 
She usually has no belief in 
these things. Oh, boy! Wasn't 
that a change? I wished her all 
the best and promised to meet 
her at the venue where the 
prizes were to be given away. 
Soon, the competition was over, 
and all the participants 
gathered in the auditorium. 
My sister’s name was 


announced for having secured 
the second place in the cooking 
competition, while Gayathri 
bagged the first prize. Anju was 





disappointed, and tears glisten- 
ed in her eyes. 

“Congrats Anju!" Gayathri 
smiled. She looked as friendly 
as ever. 

“You cheat. What've you 
come for? Just to see me cry, I 
suppose! Go away! I hate to see 
you!” Anju spoke bitterly. 


|€ reached home. Iwas sad 

about what had happened 
and was cross with Anju too, I 
decided that I would tell amma 
about it. After dinner, we both 
faced our mother. 

“Is it true that you quarrelled 
with Gayathri?” Anju turned 
and gave me an angry look. It 
made me tremble. 

“Idemand an explanation for 
your behaviour Anjana,” my 
mother continued. Anju could 
do nothing but gaze at the floor. 

“I thought you were 

























reasonable enough to 
understand that though 
you are good at 
things, Gayathri does 
a little better. You, 
should be proud to 
have her as a friend, 
and appreciate her 
talents. Didn't Gayathri 
accept you as you are? 
How would you feel if 
she joins hands with 
other girls who are 


better than you? Every- 
one cannot be good in 

everything.... I hope vA 

you will apologise to AMMA'S EXPERIENCES 



















her and be friends 
once again.” M, ‘mother was in the sixth stand- 
ard. And she had never posted a letter in 
her life! So, when her mother gave her a 
letter and asked her to post it, she was 
{foxed. 

For, the post-box was locked! My 
‘mother never noticed the little slot through 
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which you post letters. She just stared at 
the lock hanging from the post-box door 
with a puzzled air, and returned home. 
“Did you post the letter?” her mother 
asked. 
“No amma,” came the reply. “The post- 
box woas locked!” 


WE next day, I 

woke up to see 
Anjana talking to 
someone over the 
phone. The clock 
showed seven. Who 
on earth was she 
talking to? 

“It's Gayathri 
She’s coming “home 
for lunch!” My sister 
happily exclaimed. 
My mother appeared 
at the door and 
smiled, 

M. Archana, 

aged 13, 

PS. Senior 
Secondary School, 











Kusum B., aged 12. 
Orissa-763 002. 
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EXPERIENCE 








his is an experience I had 
when I was in the seventh 
standard, 

The quarterly exams were to 
begin, and the first paper was 
Hindi. Hindi is a subject that 
has never interested me, and I 
usually put off 
studying it, to the 
last minute. ‘This 
time too, I picked 
up my Hindi books 
just three days 
before the exam. 

Just as I was 
about to begin 
studying, I felt a 
sharp pain in my 
eyes, anda head- 
ache coming on.. I told my 
mother about it. She put her 
hand to my forehead, and 
discovered that I had fever. 

“Go to bed and sleep,” she told 
me, “You can study later.” 


jhe next day, my fever shot 
up. Alarmed, my parents 
taok me to a hospital. 

“It could be typhoid,” said the 
doctor on duty. Thad to undergo 
an X-ray, blood tests, etc. 

‘The next day, I felt a little 
better. So, I picked up my 


discarded books, ‘To my horror, 
I found I had to study three big 
lessons, two poems, four essays 
and three lessons in non-detail 
There were four grammar 

lessons to be studied too. 
My heart missed a beat. I 
tried my best to 


study, but 
anxiety made my 
fever rise. 


That evening, 
all the medical 
tests showed that 
Thad no typhoid. 
I was relieved, 


ince I was 

much better 

the next day, I attended the 

Hindi exam. I completed the 

other exams, and I did them 

well, for I had studied hard for 
them 

When the results came out, I 
found that I had failed in Hindi, 
while I had scored over eighty 
in all the rest, 

So here's the lesson I learnt 
— if you hate a subject, be 
thorough in it first, before you 
study the others. 

K. Amba, aged 13, 
‘Madras - 23. 
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cultivated, for the child to become a 
rounded character. The character 
of a child plays an important part 
in developing his or her interest 
in studies, Parents must 
also allow children to enjoy 
a part of their spare time 
watching T.V. or playing. 


ut children argue 
with their parents 






nmany homes, there is a cold for silly things 
[icc crasing. between sometimes 
parents and child- They must try to 


ren. Children understand their 

parents’ prob: 

lems too. Children 

ty must talk about 

u their problems to 
| their parents. 

The main reason 

VW for conflict between 

children and parents 

is the communica- 

tion gap. Children, especially 

teen-agers must spend time with 

their parents, talking to them 

freely and expressing their 






argue with their parents for 
alot of things. They do not 
like constant advice from 
their parents too. That is 
how many problems arise. 
Let us see why... 


thoughts. 
If there is a good understand- 
ing between them, no conflict 


<auunm 


arents should not ask 
P children to study allthe | Wl arise 
time. Other activities like PS. Swathi, aged 14, 
sports and art should be New Delhi- 5. 
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PUZZLE 


Fill the letters in the ! 
grid to make meaning- THEM ’ 


ful words. 


BDDRTO 
g*ra) RERHYD 





Akil V. Laxman, Std. I, 
AKNU Mat. School, Madurai. 
Soletion on page 








Q + Whyisaull richer than cow? TAM RICHER 


A+ A cow gives mill, bul o bul 


chewy 
Suresh Pandh 
Hyderabad - 500 044. 








JAYABALAN 
LEARNS 
ENGLISH 






ING Jayabalan had 
been doing nothing for 
several months, since 


he had the idea there was 
nothing to do. This lengthy 
idleness had made him bored 
and tired. He was listless and 
irritable, 

Seven doctors examined him 
and decided that there was 
nothing wrong with him. But 
they suggested that he should 
have some distraction. He 
should have a hobby, they felt, 


Ayaan, the minister 
for foreign affairs, suggested a 
long trip through five countries. 
Koothadi, the minister for 
culture, said the king should 
have music lessons. Janwa- 
rappa, the minister for animal 
welfare, suggested a hunting 
trip. Arivili, the minister for 
education, made a suggestion 
that he should learn a new 
language. 

After a while, all the ministers 
came to the conclusion that the 

last suggestion was 

the least harmful. So 
many animals would 
escape death, so much 
expense could be saved, 
and so many ear-drums 
would be spared. Arivili 
was entrusted with the 
arrangements. He sent 
for Firangi, the foreign 
language expert. Firangi, 





who always wore a buttoned- 
down-collar and a bowler hat, 
suggested English as the langu- 
age to be learnt by Jayabalan. 





AN auspicious day was 
selected, and the tuition began, 
Firangi started off with the 


alphabet, and then went on to 
cat, rat, mat apd ball, fall, call, 
and then to bell, well and sell 
King Jayabalan seriously went 
through all these words. He 
seemed to be engrossed in his 
new study. 

Later when they came to 
simple séntences like, ‘the dog 
barks’, Jayabalan be- came 
excited, and started barking like 


A Jayabalan Story 
a dog, “Bow wow!” A fat black 
cat that was sunning itself in 











the courtyard, jumped up in the 
air, did a somersault, and then 
went streaking across the 
lawns, into the woods. With the 
sentence ‘the cat mews’, 
Jayabalan let ofa loud “ aow!’ 





and all the rats in the palace 
scurried for cover. With ‘the 
mouse squeaks!’, the king 
squeaked so realistically that 
the queen leapt onto her bed in 
panic, thinking that a mouse 
had got into her bed-chamber. 
Jayabalan laughed. He was 
enjoying himself. 

“This English is a very 
entertaining language,” he said. 
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Fir anci was very happy 
that things were going so 
smoothly. He was hoping to get 
a lot of money, for he was 
planning to buy a house in the 
suburbs of Jayabalpore. But 
then, the peculiar logic of the 
English language tripped him 
up. 

He was teaching Jayabalan 
the words that ended with u-g- 
h like tough, rough, ete, 

“How do-you pronounce the 
word r-o-u-g-h, Firangi?” the 
king asked. 

“RUFF, Your Majesty,” said 
Firangi. 

“So c-o-u-g-h should be 
CUFF is it not?” 








“No, Your Majesty. It is 
COFF.” 

“So t-o-u-g-h must be TOFF, 
right?” 

“No. It is TUFF, Your 
Majesty.” 


“You had better make up your 
mind, Firangi,” the king said 
ominously. “Ift-o-w-g-h is TUFF, 
then c-o-u-g-h must be CUFF.” 

“That is the logic of the 
English language, Your Majesty,” 


said Firangi, bowing and 
scraping. 

“What logic?” asked Jayabalan 
imperiously, “English seems to 
have a ridiculous logic. Or are 
you trying to fool me?” 

“No, no, Your Majesty,” said 
the thoroughly scared Firangi. 
“I didn’t invent this language. 
just teach it.” 

“So t-o-w-g-h is TUFF, okay?” 

“Yes, Your Majesty.” 

“So t-h-o-u-g-h must be 
‘THUFF” 


Finanai shivered in his 
shoes. 

“No, Your Majesty,” he said in 
a quavering voice. “It is DHO.” 

“So t-h-r-o-u-g-h must be 
THROW.” 

“No, Your Majesty, it is 
THREW.” 

“What about b-1-0-0-d?" 









“That is BLUD, 
Your Majesty.” 

“So m-o-0-d must 
be MUD, right! 

“No, Your Majesty, 
it is like the sound 
that the cow makes 
— MOOOOD!” 

Whereupon the 
king burst out 
laughing. He laugh- 
ed and he laughed. 
Tears rolled down 
his plump cheeks. 

“Moo! Moo!” he 
yelled, and kept on 
iaughing. 

After a while, 
Firangi also start- 
ed laughing. They 
iaughed and they 
laughed. Hearing 
the noise, all the 
ministers came 
rushing there. 

“I say,” said the 
king after manag- 
ing to control his laughter. “This 
English is the most ridiculous 
language ever. I am going to 
prohibit the study of English in 
our country.” 

“But, Your Majesty” said 
Ayalaan anxiously, “English is 
an international language.” 














said the 
king. “It is enough if our people 
learn our own language — 
Jayabalese.” 





“But Your Majesty, English 


is, 

“Baloney!” thundered the 
king. It was a word Firangi had 
taught him. “That's enough 
about English. I think I'll take 
up Swahili next, Where is 
Firangi?” 

Firangi was already outside 
the palace walking very fast, 
and thinking about retirement. 
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This isa simple memory game tobe 
















GAME’. played by two players — 
GAME Ga 7 cae IE GAME 
GAME Gf} Scissors, Glue pe oome 
GAME ae E GAME 
cane A sheet of hardboard (an old shoe box or sari box) GARE 
came @ * Mes one GAME 
CAME Pull out the next two pages and paste them on the GAME 
GAME hardboard. Now cut along the lines to have sixteen GAME 
GAME scparste pictures GAME 
CAME How to play the game : GAME 
CAME As you would have noticed, there are two pictures of — GAME 
GAME |] every object. Placeall sixteen cards face down onthe | GAME: 
GAME} table or floor, and shuffle well. Spread them out and] GAME. 






arrange them in rows. 
Now pick up 2 card, look at it, and show it to your 










GAME |) oppecoston Phoriteckon too: Yarum'core. ff GAME 
Camel Yarqpemcnr piquadsdbasak he |b oAmt 
GAME has to show it to you too. GAME 
GAME Ql Thesim ofthe penetcomach densa pire by 






GAME 
GAME 
CAME 
GAME 
GAME 


remembering where you have placed the 
cards you have already picked up. 
So if you pick up the picture of the bus, and you 







remember, where the identical picture is, 
pick it up too. Keep both pictures aside, 
GAME and give yourself a point. 
GAME GAME How good is your memory? 
cane came \ Come on, let's test it! 
GAWIE GAME 
GAME 
GAME 
GAME 
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he maths te: 
class 





jer entered the ithya looked up stared, She 


had been pi 











“Good morning miss!"" The 
whole class smartly wished her 
The girls were 


class once 
‘ook happy 
the 
matter?” asked 
Logi, "Youlooked 
worried in class 





up impatient 
answer It’s noth- 
“'Nithyal ing,” Nithya 





today." 
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tied to brush the question aside, 
‘Come on,” Tina said, “Tell us.”* 
"Well," Nithya confessed, “You 
know, Priyanka sits in the desk next 
ne during the exams. Sheasked 
me the answers to some questions in 
our Maths and English papers. 
Did you tell her?” asked Logi 

“No,” Nithya replied, “Of course 





to 



















“Don't we 
“IE you didn't tell hes 
what's there to be afrai 
‘Well,"” Nith 
does the same du 
too, we might just get cauy 
Report to the 
said Logi, "t 
iv” 
‘Yes, yes," said Tin 
ever tell her the 























th anel a half passed. The 


whieh w: 
warned Nithya 


und [told her, Poor thing, sh 
really stuck. All five questions were 
chapter she hadn't 





nber the advice 
she 





vou gave 
inked. 


Logi looked sheepish 
“But poor Tina,” she sai 
she a good friend? 
“Copying is copying,” Nithya 
angrily answered, “Whether you copy 
from a friend or an enemy is not the 
point.” 
“Sorry,” Logi mumbled. 
But Nithya was striding ahead, 
ing her friend. 





Isn't 


























morning, an abashed 
apologised to Nithya, 






smiled Nithya, 
shall I do ifPriyanka asks me answers 
waa 

Tina and Logi looked at each 

“Don't report her," said Tina, 

ll talk to her now, and convince 
that copying won't help her." 

Sowmya R., aged 12, 

Jawahar Vidyalaya, 

Madras. 
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ma | 
rogs! You'll relaxed on the 
merunningaway couch, munching, 

atthe mere sight popcorn, and tap- 

ofthem, | would screech in disgust and ping outtime with 
make a face too. But would you believe _ my foot. Suddenly 
it if | told you that | love frogs now? Let _ the lights went off, 
me tell you about i and the room was 
plunged into a 
twas a wet day in July, and! was _ gloomy darkness 
9g alone at home watching the [y] And in the room, 
channel on Star T.V. Life was good, as! somewhere close- 
: by, | heard the 

> croaking ofa frog. 

( Iwasall insweat. 
: Not that | was 

afraid of ghosts or 
stuff like that, but 
a frog is differ- 
ent! It was rain- 
ing heavily. 
Somethin; 
fe fell on in 
lap, and | 
gave a jerk 

of fright. 
What was it? | 
















could not make out anything in the 

gloom. | felt for it, Oh, only a 
popcorn, 

Just then, the lights came on, 
and my spirits lifted, I glanced 
at my lap. 

“Eeeeeeeeeee!” 
It was a frog! | jumped up, 














startling the 
creature. 
) Ittumbled on 
to the ground, 
and sat there 
staring at me 
with wide, un- 
blinking eyes. 
“AKI 
decided. | 
found my long ruler, closed my eyes, 
and aimed. 
“Croak!" It was a helpless little voic 










gq opened my eyes and looked at the 
creatisre. Itseemed friendly enough. 
What lovely eyes it had! It had a shin- 
ning red-brown skin and a pretty mouth. 








Hey, hold on! Am 
{really falling for 
a frog? | gazed 
at the tiny thing, 
astonished. | 
couldn't kill it, 

“Be a good 
girl,’"I said, “And 
run away.” 


y brother 
WE vasvon 
back home. 
“Yahoo! "| heard 
him yell, suddenly. 
“Croak, croak!” 
“Look at this 
frog," he danced 
towards me, a 
glass jar in his 
hand, “Ill use it for 
my bio experi- 


CROAK 


ment tomorrow.” 

The little creature was 
leaping about and struggling 
inside the jar. 

“Let it go!” | shouted. 

“Yah! | will!” he laughed, 
“VI let it go on your bed!” 


hat afternoon, | just 
couldn't take a nap. | 
kept seeing that little crea- 
ture in the jar 
“| have to save it,” I 
thought. 
| crept out of bed and 


ITS FoR My Blo 
EXPERIMENT... 





walked into my brother's 
room. He wasn’t there. He 
was probably outsicle, play- 
ing with his friends. 

There it was, the jar, on 
the window sill! | sighed in 
relief, 

“My darling Croaky,” | 
crooned, “I'll let you out in 
the garden. Live there, and 
you'll be my friend always.” 

Junscrewed the lid of the 
jar, went into the garden, and 
let croaky out ina dry place 
under the window sill. 1 
had a smile on my face. | 
went back to bed, and had 
a good sleep 











SINKING cIry! 


‘akutsk, the capital of Yakutia, a region in Siberia is in dan- 
ger. The city is built on permafrost, a layer of water, sand 
and gravel. Because of the intense cold, the permafrost never melts. 
In fact, the entire region of Yakutia is covered with permafrost, 
and is one of the coldest areas on earth. Yakutia is as big as India, 
but it's population is only around a million. 
Because of global warming, the permafrost is melting, and 
‘Yalcutia is in danger of sinking into the ground and disappearing 
forever . 











loud commotion woke a beat. 

meup.Mybrotherjerk- “Where?! CROAK 
ed open the door to my whispered. 
room and yelled, “Wake up “Can‘t you 
sis! A snake hasbeen killed see? Under 
and my frog’s disappeared.” _ that win- 

“Serves you right!” Imum- dow sill.” 

bled, “Troubling a poor, in- 





nocent creature.” . 

“Hey! he said, “You've There lay 
gone bonkers! | thedead snake, 
thought you crushed and 


hate covered with bloodstains. 
y frogs! And Croaky? Did she be- 
Comeseethe come the snake's meal, or 


dead snake.” was she safely croaking 
Iran downstairs. Mother, away somewhere? 
the gardener and the maid S. Subashree. 
were excitedly discussing Dear Subashree, 
the happenings. You have not given your 
“There!” my brother pointed. age oraddress. Please send 
“Dhug!” my heart missed jt to us. Ed. 
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he summer vacations began. 
‘Two whole months of freedom! 
To add to my joy, my cousin 
Ramya came to stay with me. Ramya 
was younger to me, but was an ex- 
pert in pranks, We had been named 
Vanarams* by our neighbours, and 
* Monkeys 


Hed 


Believe me, they always speak the 
truth. We decided to live upto our 
names this time too. Our first prey 
‘was Lakshmiammal, the servant: She 
was a haughty woman in her thir 
ties, She always ordered us to ‘Clear 
Ort, like Mr. Goon in the Enid Blyton 
Fatty series 

Ramya had bought a toy colled-up 


snake, It looked so realistio, that it 
could easily fool anybody. We placed 
4 on Ramya’s desk and waited for 
Lakshmiammal to come. She was sur 
prised to see two giggling girls clear 
arfas soon as she ordered us off. She 


kept all my books on the floor as 
usual, and dusted the table. She 














RHYME TIME 


cool, 








_ 
found a colled-up snake lying on it! The shock must 
have been too much for her. With a cry of anguish, 
she fainted! We had been watching the fun through 
a window. But when we saw her faint, we were 
stunned. My mother came running in and saw our 
beautiful specimen — the snake, She realized what 
‘we had done, and Lakshmlammal was immediately 
‘sent to a nearby hospital. 

‘The matter was considered really serious. We 
got the scolding of our lives from my parents, 


approached my table .¢ were really frightened — what if something 

Soe wen baton be happened to her? That night, we prayed like 

cause we alvays booby. We’d never done before. “O God! Let Lakshmiammal 
trapped it. return safe and sound!’ 

‘The next day, Lakshmiammal strode into the 

We genes ent 

Lakshmiammal 
ean Toudly, 018 sourrying out of the room, without even her 











forbeingso frightened, 5vel shouted ‘Clear Ort 
Then she went to A. Dhivya, aged 18, 
Ramya’s desk. Imagine RS. Higher Seo, School, 
her horror, when she Trichy - 620014. | 
ia Saas 
's got some recipes which will 
\ : \) ‘make you drool. 
It’s something to read during your leisure, 
) < It's also.a worthy, priceless treasure. 
Q ‘sx book for all ages, 
I's got 96 pages! 
e's cool, fun and funky, 
Sweet, short and wacky! 
2 All stories in it are good, 
é ‘They're short, simple and 
easily understood. 


{t's got puzzles chat turn you wild, 
e's for everyone, adult or child! 
Preethi Ramachandran, aged 10, 


polit Bahrain. 
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——PUZZLE 
Can you 


these words, \ 


the clues given \\ 


unscramble (ant y 
with the help of <A\ 












<A 





Yo 


au 
bet 
fy 
joel | alongside? AW) 
ee 
Q 1.AGO 
fa], @placed 
“| 2. TKIE 7. PEANTHEL 

ks] @bira) (an animal) 3 
(8 | 3. roGaen 8. UPAP s 
LJ (a colour) (a Gokulam character) |= 
| 4, OAGMN 9, REBPESMET 4 

(a fruit) (a month) 
2 5, DEDRAL 10, MOGALUK s 
[used for climbing) (a monthly magazine) 
wy 6, JDEEARINLG K. Thilagavathi, aged 13, 
COD @hill station) Chengalpattu - 2. 
BOOe ) 


<j 


—_ 
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Sudha : Doctor! Do you remember 

last yean when I had a stoke of 

pstumonia, you liad asked me Nor 10 

bake? 

Doctor : Yes, yes! What abour ir 

Now? 

Sudha : Only this — May ake a 

buh now? 

1. Alcina Mascenhias, aged 10, 
Bonbay - 81. 
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© Daniel Defoe, die English author of 









* Charles 
Lindberg, the 
American aviator eee eaioeh 
who made the first solo |]? Sat i cane 
ilight across the Atlantic ahve 
in 1927, had a morbid 
fear of heights 
asa child! 


* The first man to sail solo 
around the world could not 
swim! He was Joshua Slocum, 
a Canadian-born U.S. sea-cap- 
tain, He set out from Boston 
(United States) in 1895, in a 11 
metre sloop, at the age of 51, 
and returned three years later. 





The origin of 
billiards as a game is not, 
known. But the first known reference 
to it was in France, in 1429. The French 

king Louis XI, who ruled France from 1461 
to 1483, is said to have had a billiard 
table. The game has been known, 
in Britain since 1591 
Compiled by 
Achal Narayanan 
scouuatiny 8 59 



















TGPLEts come Bac 
LATER. Now LET'S 

\aeramecet |S QU CB Rouse Aah 
repay. 1 = 











| | cur, suet 
Jy \acowat tart 








ITS A CANNON FoR) | 

T SHOOTING A yt 
HUMAN 

CANNON BALL, 


Soa | 








A 
| "| ALWays wanteD To FiND our 


| Y wiat tr vooKe> Like, 
| yp a | 
Sa —————— ae 














GO conatiy 5 
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PHOTO-FEATURE 



















Oh not 


2 Who knows? 


king ghost right there, 


ight then and there, 







ost was gone 
oor, Ustared, 


my mouth came a yawn, 


Tr was just a hteap of clothes! 
Just clothes on 





smber ghost. 








MYSTERY—SERIAL = 


ALONE AMONG 
STRANGERS 


lhe deep and fierce barks 
of Dan woke Harish up 
from his uneasy sleep. 
He wondered what time it was. 
Late enough to be past 
midnight, he thought. Dan's 
barks had been hushed by his 
trainer and constant compa- 
nion. Sitting up in bed im the 
dark, Harish could see that Dan 
had barked because a car had 
come to the house where he was 
being held captive. 
What an odd time for any- 
body to come visiting! Harish’s 
heart began thudding in fright 


THE 


| | 


CHUL 
) 





as he heard the creak of a gate 
opening, the purr of a car, and 
then its doors banging. Who had 
come in the car? Was he going 
to be taken away again? 


He tay back quietly in his bed, 
listening to the murmur of 
voices in the hall outside. The 
slightly nasal voice was that of 
the cook, Mani. The gravelly 
voice of Shekhar, the guard who 
kept vigil outside Harish’s room 
could also be heard. The dog 
man, Shashi, hardly ever spoke, 
but Harish knew he too must be 
in the hall, leaning silently 
against the wall, with his 
fearsome dog next to him. 
‘There was a fourth voice and 
Harish strained his ears to hear 
it. This voice was doing most of 
the talking. Harish crept slowly 
out ofbed and went to the locked 
door of his room. He was locked 


NINU 


‘8 


coma 5 6S 


























in and they had taken out the 
key. He looked carefully through 
the keyhole. 

He could see Shekhar sitting 
with another man at the small 
dining table where he usually 
sat playing cards. Mani and 
Shashi must be standing to one 
side, out of his line of vision, he 
thought. 


He put his ear to the keyhole 
66 comms 


and tried to hear exactly what 
was being said. The visitor was 


explaining, “So far master is 
very happy with the way every- 
thing has been handled. Now 
we only need a trouble-free 
\, finish. Nothing, abso- 
lutely nothing, should 
\ gowrong. Mani, clean 
this house completely 
and see that any tra- 
ces that can reveal 
our identities are 
totally removed. After 
that, you and Shashi can 
eave directly from here. 
These are your train tickets. 
What about the dog?” 
“He goes with me. He'll 
be fine, he's travelled by 
train before.” Harish 
was hearing Shashi’ 
voice for almost the 
first time. 

“Shekhar, you and 
the boy come to the 
pick-up point, at exactly 4.30. 
Don't be early or late. Remem- 
ber your arrival has to be 
exactly the same time as mine. 
The rest you know.” The man 

looked around the room once. 
“Right, I'm leaving. See that 








the boy is fine. Master didn't 
want him to be drugged. Blind 


-folding him 
sufficient.” 


should be 


‘Harish jumped back from the 
door. He crept back to his bed 


and lay still. There wasa flicker 
of hope in his heart. He went 
over what he had heard in his, 
mind. It seemed as if the 
kidnapppers were going to 
release him soon. Soon after the 
visitor’s ear had purred away 
into the dark, Harish fell asleep, 


n Tuesday evening, 
Abhay and Praful met, 
ata street comer a little 


way away from Peter Masila- 
mani’s karate class. They were 
wearing their karate clothes. 
‘Their belts had been a problem. 
While Sensei Muralidharan gave 
orange and green belts to his 
students as they advanced in 
karate, Peter awarded blue and 
purple belts to his students. 
One of Mahesh’s cousins had 
stopped learning karate, and 
Mahesh had got his blue belt. 
Sensei dug out an old and faded 
brown belt from his cupboard, 
which could pass for purple 
At least, the boys hoped they 
would not attract attention. - 
They cycled upto the S-—\ 
class and entered the gar-\. 
den of a big house. Behind ~ 
the house, a very large area 
had been levelled and covered 
with thatch. ‘The floor was a 
mud floor, which was firm, yet 
softer than a conerete one. 
‘There were a great many stu- 





dents of all ages spread around 
the dojo. A few of these recogni- 
zed Praful and Abhay as their 
schoolmates.One of them, Vivek, 
came up to them. “Hi Abhay! 
Joining our class? I thought you 
went to that other karate class,” 
said Vivek. Abhay felt tense and 
uneasy. He was sure other boys 
around them must have heard 
this and must be curious. 


raful was prepared for 
‘this kind of question, 
however. 


“We spoke to Sensei Peter and 
he asked us to observe a couple 
of classes before making a 
decision to join,” he said, Vivek 
looked slightly surprised, but 
didn't mention the matter again. 
Instead, he helped them to 





merge into the lines which were 
now forming for warm up exer- 
cises, 


The nexthalthour was a tough 
one for Abhay and Praful. They 
found themselves doing compli- 
cated and unfamiliar move- 
ments, where they could not 
afford to stumble or attract 
attention in any way, Both had 
to concentrate so much that they 
could not notice anything 

else, 







fter half an hour Abhay 
noticed from the corner 
ofhis eye, that a man 


dressed entirely in khaki had 
entered the dojo. The man, look- 
ing like an imitation armyman, 
was none other than Muthu. He 
was standing and looking at the 
class in progress while speaking 
to another of Peter's assistants, 
He moved to the centre of the 
dojo before the students, and 
they all bowed to him. He began 
giving them instructions in a 
loud voice, “If you're not 
regular, you can forget about 
your black belts, Halfof you 
look like strangers to me 
today. Why? Because it’s 
obvious you've 
been bunking 
classes, Sensei 
Peter is going to 
select the best stu- 
dents for his 
demonstration at 
Delhi on Satur- 
day, I'll be surpri- 
sed if any of you 
gets selected.” 





He began moving 
among the ranks of boys 
and girls, talking as he 
went, “I want atten- 
dance, punctuality, neat- 
ness and pride. T want 
you all to be proud that. 
you are Sensei Peter's 
students.” He stopped in 


front of a boy and punched him 
lightly in the stomach. “Te your 
belt properly, man. Looks like 
your grand- mother tied it.” 

He moved closer and closer to. 
where Abhay and Praful were 
standing in the sameline. Abhay 
felt his hands go cold with fear. 
His mouth was dry and he was 
staring straight ahead, hoping 
with all his might that Muthu 
would not notice him. 


The khaki-clad figure moved 
onand came to a stop in front of 
him. Abhay hardly dared to 
breathe. He was forced to look 
up into Muthu’s eyes. Eyes that 
he had once seen narrowed with 
hate at a karate tournament. 
‘They were looking directly at 
him now. 

“You're new here, aren't you?” 
Muthu asked Abhay. “Yes, si 
replied Abhay. Then, in a mo- 
ment of inspiration, he added, 
“used to be at the Indira Nagar 
dojo, and just moved here.” This 
referred to another of Peter Masila- 
mani’s classes. Muthu nodded 
slightly. ‘Okay, but remember, 
the main dojo has more discipline. 
Get anew uniform. This one’s too 
short.” He slapped Abhay's leg and 
moved on. 

Abhay felt his body go slack 
withrelief. They werestillinenemy 
territory, but a major danger 
had been averted. 








Q = How does the beach greet the 
Az Hi, tide! 

‘Suresh Pandharpurkar, 

Hyderabad - 500 044. 


uthu completed his 
round of the class and 
went inside the main 


house. The class went on. When. 
attendance was being called at 
the end, Muthu came out again. 
Abhay saw him wait till all the 
names had all been called out. 
‘Then the black belt student who 
had taken attendance, carried 
the register over to Muthu. 

Abhay saw him take a black 
felt tip pen from his shirt pocket, 
and sign the register. From 
‘where he was standing, he could 
see it clearly, and there was no 
mistake. Muthu did not use an 
ordinary ball pen. He had signed. 
with an imported felt tip pen of 
akind which Abhay had admir- 
ed in the stationery shop. 


Abhay was now so sure he 
wanted to cry out aloud, ‘THIS 
MAN IS A BLACKMAILER 
AND KIDNAPPER.’ 

But he stayed quiet as ever. 
What else would he find out 
before the day was through? 

SCHARADA BAIL 
NEXT MONTH : 
‘COUNT DOWN! 
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E&. 
ports. They were not exactly my cap 
lof tea. Jf Thad ever made a list of my 

favourite things, J have never writlen sports 

onit. Thad never been interested in running 
about games fields, or hitting balls with 
rackets. “So what if all work and no play 


Twas always trying to wriggle out of them. 
So you can imagina my feelings one 


made me a dull girl? J hated sports, and No 
| 


day, when it was announced in school, that 
everyone should fake part in some game or 
the other and J was talked into a football 


match that was to be 
played that evening, 
Football? Yuck! One of 
my friends who shared 
my views tried 4 


comfort me. 





G 


TF wos not happy 
that evening. J looked 
with disgust at the 
players of the different 
matches — all sweaty 
‘and muddy. 

The football match 
began. J was supposed 
70 comsaity % 





to be one of those who 
have to attack the 
There is 


quite a lot of running 






opponent. 


involved. Jama moron 


wv AND 


i 






‘aroup of sprightly, excited young ladies, 
1 from the 





lam and bor 




















h, We wanted to 





s, that was 0 


play and win! 





The much-awaite 





andl shooting two 
n't very difficult 
pu at the nick of the 
up: J fell. Orclinarly, 
fos, But that day, 
J didn’t 





“Two minutes to go, There T was, limping 
away, fo get the ball and did ‘away’ it, This was 

f hitting the ball outside the 
the ‘away line’, just to while 


the simple act 





being 





plump. Jam also 
very lazy. » 


aioli games mistress blew her whistle, 





was up, and that we had won, 





our team won the 


semifinals All of us were so happy that we almost cried. 


Tha next day _ M: 


take part 






nd Shilpa andl J has 
» all gov 


i 











saw a different me 
My opinion of 


sports had ander 





finally worn 





‘change, ane 





Twas full of enthe- 
siasm, When it was 
final 
all of 
us rushed to the 
football field. J 


marvalled at the 





Shashi Kumar, 
aged 14, 
Madurai 

= 625 010. 


change yesterday's 
match had wrought 
ins. Here was a 






HOBBIES 


Ifyou live in a sea-side town or 
city, this hobby can be really 
interesting and satisfying, 
Though it is not as popular as 
stamp-collecting or coins, it is 

a good hobby to have, 

‘Shells come in so many different 
shapes, sizes and colours. Even in 
ind of shell, there can be 80 
many interesting variations. Ifyou 
find shells interesting, you ean 
begin collecting them. All you need 
is patience and perseverance. 











You need 


1, Plastic eases or old sari boxes 
lined with cotton, to store shells. 
b. An old toothbrush to help you 
clean them, 

c. Asmall magnifying glass. 

d, Plastic packets 

©. A smalll pocket-knife 

f. Anote-book and pencil 








How to begin your hobby : 
‘ou need not take all the above 
mentioned equipment with 
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= 
| 





ELL 


you tothe beach. Just arm yourself 
With a couple of plastic covers, the 
pocket-knife, your note-book and 
pencil 

‘Take a walk along the sea 
and pick up any shell you 
interesting. Slip it into the plastic 

(NOTE : D 
your pocket, Not only wi 
‘your pockets, but thi 
‘and break too.) 














not put shells into 
they soil 
crumble 








fit is a rocky beach, you'll be 

sure to pick up really interest 
ing specimens. Rocks are a great 
boon to any collector. Look 
carefully all over — see if you can 
spot a shell or two attached to it 














This is where your pocket-knife 
comes in handy. Use it to gently 
prise the shell off the rock. 
(NOTE : A rocky beach can b 
slippery or dangerous. You can 
ask an interested parent to 
come along with you and 
help you.) 


he flowing 

and ebbing 
tides bring with 
them so many sea- 
specimens. Ifyou are quick 
and alert, you can not only spot 
shells, but grab them too. 

Don't be surprised if your shell 
has a live creature in it, Drop it 
back in the same place where you 
found it, if you are sensitive or 
squeamish. If not, you may put it 
in the plastic packet too. 

Jot down details about each 
shell and the creature in it (if any), 
in the note-book. 











Storing your shells 


mpty the plastic covers and 

dry them out, Wash your 
shells carefully, using the old 
toothbrush to clean them if 
necessary. 

Allow the shells to dry. 

(NOTE : Do not dry the shells 
in the sun, as their colours will fade 
when exposed to light). 

Line the sari boxes or plastic 
case with a layer of cotton. Gently 
arrange the shells in them, 

Use the magnifying glass to 
take a closer look at your shells and 
their characteristics. You can write 
these down in your notebook. Paste 
a piece of paper with a number 
behind your shell. Write all about 
the shell against the same number 
in your note-book. 


Hobby Homework 
Gc to your local library and pick: 
Fup any book you can find on 
shells or sea-creatures. Read up on 
them as best you can. 
SANDY 
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he beggar near the temple 
gate was singing loudly. 
“Whata nuisance!” thought 
Ramanan, But he took a one ru- 
pee coin from his old leather 
purse, and put it into the beg- 
gar’s battered aluminium bowl. 
Ramanan sat under the shade 
of the banyan tree under which 
the beggar sat. Cool breeze 
wafted over him. Hardly had he 
shut his eyes, when a voice in- 
terrupted him, “Enna da 
Ramana! Evening walk aa*?” 
It was Narayana, his best 
friend, 
“No Narayana,” he replied, “I 


i 


was just enjoying the shade of 
this tree, By the way, what are 
you doing here’ 

He pulled his kerchief out of 
his shirt pocket, still talking. 
Soon both of them were deep in 
conversation. 


A: dusk set in, Ramanan re- 
urned to his house. He 
was soon sitting cosily in his 
chair in the hall. 

“Appa, do you have change for 
a fifty-rupee note?” It was Gopi, 
his son. Ramanan got up to get 








* Wat Romana! On en evening wei? 
74, ConA Moy % 


his purse from the shirt-pocket, 
A look of alarm crossed his face 
when he found the shirt-pocket 
empty. 

“Meena, did you see my purse 
anywhere?” he questioned his 
wife. 

“No. Did you leave it on the 
table this morning?” 

“No, I had it with me during 
my walk this evening,” Rama- 
nan replied, “I even took a rupee 
from the purse to give to a beg- 
gar.,.. THE BEGGAR! He must 
have lifted my purse from my 
pocket. He was the only person 
to see it. Yes, it is him. He had 








the look of a criminal on his face. 
‘That cheat! Oh, God! Why did I 
help him with a rupee? Why are 
criminals let free in this coun- 
try? 








}on’t jump to conclusions. It 
might not be the beggar. You 
must have kept it in your 
drawer. Let me see,” Meena said. 

“No, don't bother to search,” 
replied Ramanan. “I am going to 
the police.” 


A" with that, Ramanan 
-walked to the door, cursing 


the beggar. Ashe opened the main 
door, he saw the beggar stand- 
ing there, the purse in his hand. 

“Aya,” he said, “You had left 
itunder the banyan tree. But for 
the visiting card, which was in- 


side your purse, I might have 
been left wandering with it.” 
The beggar thrust it into 
Ramanan's hand. 
“Indaapaa,**" said Ramanan 
holding out a tenner to the beg- 
gar, “Keep it.” 


“Toko his. Masi. 





“No ayya, thank you. I am 
glad you got back your purse,” 
the beggar went away. 

“Meena, I remember now. I 
took my purse while taking out 
my handkerchief, and I forgot to 





replace it then.... I was wrong. 

What an honest man my friend 
is!” 

Meera Krishnamoorthy, 

aged 13, 

Boston Matriculation H.S.8., 

Madras - 600 004. 
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TREASURE HUNT 


S. Shilpa, aged 16, of Bangalore 
560013, has always been 
fascinated by stories of 

treasure, She read the book, 94 Columbia in South 

‘The Loss of El Dorado’ by (America. It was a 
VS. Naipaul, and found it an 5, land where, myth 
5 


legendary name for 


exciting read. says, gold is more 


She has written about what common than cloth. 

she read farvoa But many people be- 

lieve that the legend 

of El Dorado is es- 

sentially a delusion, cre- 

ated by the Spanish Invaders of South 
America. 


EL DORADO 


It is said, that there was tribe which had a golden 
man, This el dorado, was a chief, a golden 
man, and a guided one. Once a year, he 
would roll in turpentine, cover him- 
self with gold dust, and dive 

into a lake, But this 
tribe of the 

golden 



















eo 
It was a land 
where, myth 
says, gold is 
more com- 
mon than 
cloth. 
ee 
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joes 


man had been conquered 
long before Columbus 
discovered the New 
World 









History has 
recorded 






















1 Dorado became 

an obsession with 
many who believed the 
stories about it to be true. 
History has recorded many deaths 
of people who came searching for gold. 
Many came searching for the treasure of the 
American Indians, and died for it. 

One such person was the ambitious 
Antonio-de-Berrio. Seventy-five years old, 
he was a retired soldier. He made three e 
tions in search of the hidden gold. The fii 
ended with the death of his men, and the third 
led to his own death 





‘era, was one of Berrio’s great ad- 
mirers. He too, went in search 
of the mysterious treasure, 
with a group of thirty-five men. 







And he was successful. He He 
brought back ought 

seventeen back 
seventeen 


golden eagles 

and jackals, all 

finely 

crafted. 
ee 
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golden eagles and jackals, all finely crafted. He 
claimed that he had found El Dorado. He said that 
he had found a land full of Indians, and there was so 
much gold, that the plain in front of him could be cov- 
ered with it. 

Another man, Albujas, who had come out of Berrio’s 
expedition alive, spoke of meeting the golden man. He 
said that he had stayed at the palace of the Inca king. 


any others tried — the Dutch found nothing, the 
French found nothing, Sir Thomas Roe too, found 
nothing. 
But Sir Walter Ralegh was obsessed with the idea of 
El Dorado. He was a prisoner of the King of England, 

































but was 
given tempo- 
rary pardon, 
to take his 
expedition to 
find this land 
of gold. Sir 
Walter 
reached the 
coast of 
Guiana in 
his ship, Des- 
tiny. He sent 
his lieuten- 
ant Keymis, 
to seek the 
hidden gold mines. Keyinis 
reported seeing seven to 
eight gold mines. But all 
evidences of it were de- 
stroyed, when he was mys- 
teriously killed one night. 

Ralegh was not success- 
ful in his mission, and re- 
turned to England. He was 
executed on November 7, 
1618, in London. 

Before he died, Ralegh 
wrote a book, The Discou- 
ery of the Large, Rich and 
Beautiful Empire of 
Guiana. He described 
Guiana as a land full of 
gold mines and enamelled 
forests. 

But doubtful 


it is 





whether anyone had actu- 
ally seen a mine. 


‘enturies later, others 

in quest of the same 
gold found various treas- 
ures. A golden raft with 
eight oarsmen seated. A 
19.2 centimetres tall gold 
pendant. And mythical 
idols. All these were beau- 
tifully crafted. . 

Till now, 1,400 gold ob- 
jects have been exhibited 
in the museum at Bogota. 
It is there for people to see, 
and still wonder about El 
Dorado. Does it exist? 


Poctyy 
My caring mother works for a 
living. 

‘Cooks for us and cares for me. 













She helps us, and iso dear, 
She makes us grow, without fear, 


Hove her very much, 
She loves me too. 

I try to help her, 
‘As much as! can do. 







R. Unni Krishnan, 





| COLOUR Fun! | | COLOUR Fun! | 


DROWN HOLLAND 

Groen below ts an outline map of the Netherlands 
The areas bordered by the dotted line represent lands that le 
below sea-level, Of you colous all these axzas tn blue, you ll se the 
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way the Netherlands 
would fook, if there rere no 
dykes — the way tt must have been 

when the fist people went to live there 











































I put algin in my ice-cream. I Do you put some sea- 
extract it from brown seaweeds. weed stuff in all your 
It prevents my ice-cream from \_recipics, Shaheen? 
geting 
crystals. 





look, 


T put carageenin in some — r Nee YZ 


and in chocolate milk and egg-nog, 


Sl “Ge 





It tasted awful, so I thought 
all seaweeds were just 
tasteless and protein rich!. 






into so many yummy things! 
‘My mother always forced me to 
cat spirulina salad, because it 
had protein. 






‘Seaweeds have other uses too. Agar-agar is also used in the manufac- 
ture of photo-film, shoe-polish, waterproof paper and cloth, as well as a 
Preservative for meat and fish. Brown seaweed extracts are used in car- 





Polishes, drugs, antibiotics, cosmetics and water-based paints! 
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IN THE NETHERLANDS 


OT ere's a bicycle meet in 
Holland, Balaji, Ihave to gothere 
today. Would you like to come 
along?” asked Kutti, the magic 
bicycle. 

“Ofcourse.” 

“Bicycles, bicycles every- 
where!” Balaji observed as they 
flew into a corner of Amsterdam, 
“Oh, look! ‘There's a tram!” 

It was different from the other 
cities Balaji had seen. There were 
little canals going through the 
city. Every so often, a houseboat, 
or a large boat carrying tourists, 
would float past. 

“This city really is good to 
bicycles!” Balaji observed. Every 
road was lined, not only with a 
pavement for pedestrains, but 
also with a reddish path for 
cyclists 

“Okay, Balaji. Get off here, 
now and wander around for a 
while. I'm leaving for the bicycle 
meet, Humans are not allowed.” 

Balaji walked along the canal. 
‘Anne Frank Huis’, said a sign, 

“Hmm, I wonder if I can get: 
in." He realized that it cost money 
to enter the museum, Of course 
he couldn't get inside. There was 
an entry fee of guilders, and he 
had none, 





AXs ie stood outside, watch- 
ing a long line of people queuing 


up at the entrance, a little girl 
walked up. 

“Hello there!” she said, 

“Hit” said Balaji, “Are you a 
tourist too?” 

“Nope!” said the 








girl, “I live inAmsterdam. I just 
thought Pd say hello because you 
look a little sad and lost.” 

“Well, I don't know my way 
around here, And I wanted to go 
into the Anne Frank house, but I 
can’t because I don’t have any 
guilders.” 

“[can’t help you get into Anne 
Frank's house but I can take you 
to Anne Marie’s house,” said the 
girl. “You see, my name is Anne 





BA com ioy 


Marie.” 

“Thanks,” said Balaji. He sat 
on the carrier of her bicycle and 
she pedalled along. 

“Is that house the one in which 
her family hid during the second 
world war?” 

“Yes,” said Anne-Marie 
“Horrible, isn’t it? Anne Frank 
was just fourteen when she 
started writing her diary. Just a 
year older than I am now. My 
parents still remember the war. 
‘They were not Jews so they were 
not sent to concentration camps. 
‘The Germans did not treat any of 
the people they conquered very 
nicely, of course. So many older 
Dutch folk are still quite angry 
with the Germans.” 

“Tcan understand that. There 
were some noble Germans, 
though, who sheltered Jewish 
families at the risk of their own 
lives.” 


AXnne-Marie stoppedin front 
ofa three storeyed building. 

“It looks like somebody is 
moving into the apartment 
upstairs,” she said. 

Balaji noticed that someone 
was at the window of the third 
floor apartment. Two men 
were standing on the street 
below, tying a sofa to a rope. 
‘The rope was suspended 
through a hook that jutted out 
beneath the roof of the 
building! 

“That's how we move things 








into apartments,” Anne-Marie 
explained. “Dutch staircases are 
really narrow, so we can't carry 
furniture up that way. We have 
to pull things up using ropes and 
get them in through the win- 
dows 
‘She's not exaggerating. This 
is the narrowest stairway I've 
ever seen,” thought Balaji, as he 
followed Anne-Marie up to her 
home. 














Shie opened the tiny pink and 
‘green door on the top of the stairs. 
Sunlight filtered into the apart- 
ment, through the wide windows. 
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“Every window has potted 
plants and lovely lace curtains,” 
observed Balaji 

“Dutch people have a reputa- 

tion for being house proud,” Anne- 
Marie remarked. “We had to fight 
the sea to get much of our land, 
Perhaps that's why we look after 
the places we live in with so much 
care.” 
“How did the Dutch do that, 
Anne-Marie? Recover land from 
the sea, I mean? Why did they 
come to this place anyway when 
they could have stayed in lands 
that are not so low lying? It 
couldn't have been easy for the 
first settlers.” 

“It wasn't. People began to 
settle in the northern part of the 
Netherlands about 2,300 years 
ago. They earned a living by 
fishing and keeping cows on the 
coarse grass that grew in the 





















i maT 
marshy area behind the dunes. 
‘The dunes kept the sea at bay 
during most of the year, but not 
during winter gales. So the men 
built mounds of clay on top of the 
dunes to keep the sea out. Those 
were the first dykes, This part of 
the Netherlands is called Frisia 
now. People worked hard to live 
here, because they were safe from 
the conquerors like the Romans, 
‘They were relatively safe,” 


“A ayke ts tike a dam, 
except that a dam keeps water in, 
while a dyke keeps water out.” 

“Yes. Men soon began to build 
dykes to keep the sea out of other 
areas that were normally flooded 
at high tide, We call land that 
we've recovered from the sea 
‘polder’ land. We kept building 
up ourland. We made windmills 

to pump water out.” 

“I didn’t see any windmills 
though, Anne-Marie. I was a 
little disappointed.” 

“There are quite a few outin 

the countryside, but now most 
of our pumps are worked by 
diesel engines.” 
“It must be tough work, 
having so many dykes 
to guard so much 
coast-line,” 

“We made the work 
a little easier earlier 
this century. We built, 
a dyke across what was 
once the Zaider Zee, the 
southern part of the North Sea, 
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We converted it into a lake and 
called it Issel Meer. You'll never 
believe what happened after we 








did that, though. We were 
suddenly infested with 
mosquitoes,” 





“Mosquitoes! Why? What's the 
connection?” 


“ow, 
ell, when the sea was 


turned into a lake, the locks 
between the lake and sea were 
opened only to let ships pass. So 
eels which used to swim from the 
North Sea and up the rivers 
gobbling up mosquito eggs and 
larvae, couldn't do this any more! 
When we discovered this, we 
started to open the locks at night 
to let eels into the Issel lake. ‘That 
ended our mosquito problem!” 
Balaji laughed. Then he look- 
ed at the time and gasped. He'd 
enjoyed Anne-Marie’s company so 
much, that he hadn't realized how 
ickly time had flown! 
“T've got to get back, Anne- 
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Marie, Its been lovely meeting 
you, I'll write to you from India.” 

‘You must come and visit me 
in winter, Balaji, I'll teach you 
how to skate, In winter, the 
canals freeze solid and we play 
music and skate over the ice and 
drink hot cocoa,” 


Baiaji found a cross Kutti 
waiting for him at the corner near 
the Anne Frank house, Kutti 
forgot his anger soon enough, 
however. He seemed to have met 
most of the other magic bicycles 
that were his friends at the Dutch 
gathering. 

“Yes, Holland’s a beautiful 
country,” Kutti said approvingly. 
“Environmentally conscious citi- 
zens use us as nice, non-polluting 
means of transport rather than 
running about everywhere in pri- 
vate fuel-guzzling a 
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you pursi 
subject fe 


A hobby can be anything from writing 
poetry to collecting insects! If you are the 
kind who likes to relax at home, here are 
some suggestions for hobbies you can 
pursue, other than the usual ‘collections’ you 
can make. 

a. Writing, b. Music, c. Reading, 
d. Painting, e. Cooking. 


ing : If you are creative, write 
your heart out, But there must be a 
method to what you do, Write in a note- 
book, or if you write on paper sheets, file 
them, Send copies of your creative works 


to the magazines you think might be 
interested. 

Don't be disheartened if nothing] 
comes of it, Keep writing, and continue 
to send contributions to n 








agazines, 
















‘Music : You can 
learn singing or playing 
an instrument. Or simply 
listen to all the music you can. 
But this hobby must not end 
here. Go to a library from 
time to time, and read all 
about your hobby. 
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Cooking + As 4 hobby, cooking 
‘ovine different, Needs your panes’ 
ppaonal, for stares! Your mother sight 
Nor appreciate veqerables. avd spices 
disappearing ivio your experimental 
dishes esqulanlyt 

Choose wecipes thar ane simple and 
workable iv your own Kitchin, Ware 
svorlc iv advance ta you'Re raking cate 
‘of the seacrime snack on divnen, on 
‘wharrver you've decided 10 cook, Take 
Iwo lap if eed be 

‘Whi you becowe fanlian with how 
vegetables cook, avd how spices rast, 





Ifyou are the type who loves 
being outdoors, here are some 
hobbies you can take up. 

a. A sport, b. Gardening, c. 
Observation, d. Classes. 





‘expeninent with 4 few variations, on by 
adding new ingnedients. 









jan 
play ome: 
OF eMNES 


Be practical 
ean 

ch, 
you choo 

' pool in 
py wvnere Yue 





you 
neighdow 
instance 

show! 
tae ose 
Jnsticurion cl 


x0: 





my na club oF 








1d spots 










tennis 
; padminton, 

fon can play badmminet 
By ‘Choose Your # 
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(Gardeninig : Even if you live in a fiat, this will be a good hobby. 
First: choose the area where you'll have your garden (start on a small 
;patch first). Then decide what kind of garden you'll have..Crotons are 
.g00d bet. and they come in interesting colours. shapes and types, 
You can beg a few ‘cuttings’ from the gardener of your neighbourhood 
pat; or friendly neighbour wno has a good garden. 

Ifyou want flowering plants, buy the seeds from a nursery. But 
remember, most flowers are seasi 


Mohan : My trousers fell down. 
‘Mother: Bat they can’t make such @ 
loud noise. 
‘Mohan: I was in the trousers, amma, 
Amit Bose 
Chandrapur - 442501 





STORIES FROM OUR READERS sms 


love the days when my elder sis- 
1] ter, Kiran, bunks college because ae 
she has aheadache. She would pee | 
spend the whole morning in bed, 
moaning and groaning. When 
evening came and the headache 
had gone, anatural sense of respon- === 
sibility would overcome her. Soon, 
the house would be clean, andahot Wm. 
pot of tea would be steaming on the —_~-—) 
table when | returned home. 
This was one such day. My Schoo! esses = 


bus jerked to a halt before my door, 


and | leapt out waving to my friends 
inside. — | 


ut at the door, a shock awaited ~L, 


me. No ‘Ideal Elder Sister’ at the 
door! Rock music hit my ears, along 
with high pitched laughter and con- | 








versation, Realization struck me 
Kiran was having a 
party! A PARTY! The 


door suddenly 
jerked open and 








Kiran’s red, excited face peeped out. 

“Hi!” she said, “We're waiting for 
you.” 

We? Soon,! went in to meet my 
sister’s five giggling girlfriends. 

“You certainly have the guts, 
Kiran,” |commented, 
after taking in the 
scene. “Dadis notin 
station, but mum is. 
She'll be home in an 
hour or so.” 

“No, she won't," said 
elder sister, with a 
‘smile on her face, “It's 
her boss's birthday, 
you see. She'll be at 
his party,while we 
have our party here.” 
“Wow! | exclaim- 
ed, “Can | call my 
friends too?" 

| ran towards 
the phone. 













alf a dozen phone calls 
later, | discovered that 
only two of my friends could come. 
They were there in half an hour, with 
chips, chocolates and samosas. 
Kiran’s friends had already brought 
short eats, pav bhaji, and noodles. 
Soon, the whole house was a total 
mess. The music was loud and 
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everyone was 
dancing, laughing, 
drinking and eat- 
ing. In short, we 
were having fun. 

Thus, no one 
heard the Maruthi 
car screech to a 
halt outside, or 
the car door open 
and close. Then, 
the front door 
burst open, anda 
stern voice asked, 
“What's the mean- 
ing of this?” 


Il activity stop- 
ped, Someone 
turned off the mu- 
sic system. All 
eyes turned to 
the doorway and 
focused on the 
frowning lady in 
party attire. 
“Mummy!” Elder 
Sister and | ex- 
claimed. We had 
totally forgotten 
the passage of 
time. Itwas seven 
o' clock, and 
mummy had re- 















and suddenly, she 
wasn’t frowning 
anymore. She first 
smiled, then be- 
gan to laugh. 
She didn't mind 
us having a 
f\ party! 

mH ‘Join us, 
=) mummy,” | 


M ummy 
waved 
her hands in 
front of her face, 
laughing as if to 
turned right on Say, “I surrender.” Soon, she 
the dot. changed into an old churidar and 
Mummy just joined us. 
stood there taking The party was over. Mummy, 
inthechaosaround Elder Sister and | stood at the 
her. doorstep waving goodbye to our 
“Caretojoinus, friends. Mummy then made a 
Aunty?” It was confession. 
Maya, one of my 
friends. | felt like “My boss's party was so formal 
banging my head that | was totally bored, and got 
on the wall. home early. Your party looked so in- 
Couldn't Maya viting after that, that | could not help 
find anything else joining in.” 


to say? 
Mummy gave Priya Venkatraman, aged 14, 
her a long glare, Bangalore - 560 094. 
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| Gift Subscription Form 





PIN CODE 
| would like to gift 6/12 issues of Gokulam to 


NAME :. 
ADDRESS :. 















PIN CODE :. 





1am also sending a DD/MO for : 
Rs. 30/- for 6 issues 
Rs. 60/- for 12 issues 
Send your filled in forms along with a Demand 
Draft drawn in favour of “GOKULAM’ to 


‘THE CIRCULATION MANAGER 

GOKULAM (Knglish) 

1, JAWAHARLAL NEHRU ROAD, EKKADUTHANGAL, 
MADINA - on0 097. YX 
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Dear Editor, 
@ Vulgar scenes and 
dances have become very 
‘common in films today. 
Inmany homes, children 
spend most of their time in 
tront of the T.V. Some action 
has to be taken to stop vulgarity from being beamed 
into our dining rooms. 
G.R. Vinay, 





RICH COLTURE 
ALWWE... 


JA Quagea was.an animal 
that lived about a hundred 
aiid fifty years ago in Africa. 
It belonged to the hor 
family; and looked very much 
like a zebra. 
Quaggas are now extinct. a 
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‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 
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